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Tweed  Side 

My  Nanie,  O 

Highland  Laddie 

Up  in  the  Morning  Early 

Flowers  of  the  Foreil 


itre  may  alfo  he  had.  a  targe  and  curious  /tiftirhvcnt. 
of  Song?)  BM^^TaksyB^or}^^^  Pi  ' 


Tweed  Side. 


HAT  beauties  does  Flora  difclofe ! 


Tweed ! 

Yet  Mary's  ftill  fweeter  than  thofe, 
Where  nature  doth  fancy  exceed. 

No  daify,  nor  fweet-blulhing  rofe, 
Nor  all  the  gay  flowers  of  the  field, 

Nor  Tweed  gliding  gently throV  thofe, 
Such  beauty  and  pleafure  does  yield* 

The  warblers  are  heard  in  tSe  grove ; 

The  linnet,  the  lark,  and  the  thrufix, 
The  blaekSird,  and  fweet  cooing  dove,-  1 

With  mu fie  enchant  every  bufli. 
Come,  let  us  go  forth  to  the  mead, 

Let's  fee  how  the  primrofes  fpring, 
We'll  lodge  in  feme  village  on  Tweed,  ; 

And  love,  while  the  feather'd  folks  ling;, 

How  does,  my  love  pafs  the  long  day  ? 
t    Does  M^ry  not  'tend  a  few  fheep  ? 
Do  th^y-  never  ear elefbl)  flray, 

vVhiie  happily  Ihe  lies  afleep? 
Tweed's  murmurs  fhouid  lull  her  to  reft  j' 

Kipd,  nature  indulging  my  blifs — 
To  eafe  the  foft  pains  ot  my  breaft, 

Td  ftpal  an  ambrolial  kife 


How  fweet  are  her  fmiles  upon 


'Tis  (he  does  the  virgins  excel, 

No  beauty  with  her  may  compare  ^ 
Love's  graces  around  her  do  dwell ; 

She's  t'aireft,  where  thoufands  are  fair. 
Say,  charmer,  where  do  thy  flocks  ftray  ? 

Oh  !  tell  me  at  noon  where  they  feed 
Shall  I  feek  them  on  fweet-winding  Tay 

Or  the  pleafanter  banks  of  the  Tweed 

■  My  Nanie^  0. 

BEHIND  yon  hills  where  Lugar  flows, 
'Mang  moors  an*  moffes  m^ny,  O 
The  wintry  fun  the  day  has  clos'd, 

And  I'll  away  to  Nanie,  O. 
|  The  weftlin  wind  blaws  loud  an'  (hrill  ; 

The  night's  baith  mirk  and  rainy,  O ; 
But  I'll  get  my  plaid  an'  out  Pll  fteal, 
And  owre  the  hills  to  Nanie,  O. 

My  Name's  charming,  fweet  an3  young  j 
Nae  artfu*  wiles  to  win  ye,  O  : 

May  ill  befa'  the  flattering  tongue. 
That  wad  beguile  my  N,inie?  O. 

Her  face  is  fair,  her  heart  is  true, 
As  fpotlefs  as  (he's  bonnie,  O  ; 

The  op'ning  gowam  wet  wi'  dew? 
p  Nae  purer  is  than  Name,  O. 
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A  country  lad  is  my  degree, 

An'  few  there  be  that  ken  me,  O  ; 
But  what  care  I  how  few  they  be,  , 

Fm  welcome  ay  to  Nanie,  O. 
My  riches  a's  my  penny*fee, 

An'  I  maun  guide  it  cannie,  O ; 
But  warFs  gear  ne'er  troubles  me, 

My  thoughts  are  a*,  my  Nanie,  O. 

Our  auld  guidman  delights  to  view, 

His  flieep  an*  kye  thrive  bonnie,  O ; 
But  I'm  as  blythe  that  hauds  his  pleugh,< 

x\n'  has  nae  care  but  Nanie,  O. 
Com&  weel,  come  woe,  I  care  na  by, 

I'll  tak'  what  heav'n  will  fen1  me,  O ; 
Nae  ither  care  in  life  have  I, 

But  live, kn*  love  my  Nanie,  O. 

Highland  Laddie. 

THE  L  awl  and  lads  think  they  are  fin 
But  O,  they're  vain  and  idly  gaud 
How  much  unlike  the  gracefu*  mien, 
And  maply  looks  of  my  highland  laddi 

O  rny  bogway  highland  laddie, 

My  h^dfqme,  charming  highland  laddi 
May  h^$#n       guard,  and  love  rewarc 

Our  lawj^and  lafs  and  her  highland  ladd 


1 1  were  free  at  will  to  choole, 

To  be  the  wealthieft  lawland  lady, 
M  take  young  Donald  without  trews, 
With  bonnet  blue,  and  belted  piaidy. 

O  my  bonny,  &c. 

The  braweft  beau  in  burrow's  town, 

In  a'  his  airs,  with  art  made  ready, 
Compar'd  to  him,  is  but  a  clown 
He's  finer  far  in  his  tartan  piaidy, 
O  my  bonny,  &c. 

( O'er  benty  hill  with  him  Fll  run, 

And  leave  my  lawland  kin  and  daddy  ; 
Frae  winter's  cauld,  and  fummerVfun, 
He'll  fcreen  me  with  his  highland  piaidy. 
O  my  bonny,  &*c. 

A  painted  room,  and  filken  bed. 

May  pleafe  a  lawland  laird  and  lady  ; 
But  1  can  kifs,  and  be  as  glad, 

Behind  a  bufli  in  his  highland  piaidy. 

O  my  bonny,  &o 

Few  compliments  between  us  psfs, 

I  ca'  him  my  dear  highland  laddie, 
!And  he  ca's  me  his  lawland  lais, 
Syne  rows  me  beneath  his  piaidy. 

O  my  bonny,  &c. 


Nae  greater  joy  PI1  e'er  pretend, 

m  Than  that  his  love  prove  true  and  fte&t; 
Like  mine  to  him,  which  ne'er  (hall  end 
While  heaven  preferves  my  highla 
laddie. 

O  my  bonny,  &.c. 

Up  in  the  Morning  Early. 

CAULD  blaws  the  win*  frae  north 
fouth, 

And  drift  is  driving  fairly  ; 
The  flieep  are  couring  i5  the  heugh, 

O  firs  !  it's  winter  fairly. 
Now  up  in  the  morning's  no  for  me, 

Up  in  the  morning  early ; 
I'd  rather  gang  fuppr-rlefs  to  my  bed, 

Than  rife  in  the  morning  early. 

Rude  rairs  the  Waft  amang  the  woods, 

The  branches  tirlia  barely, 
Amang  the  chimney  taps  it  thuds, 

And  froft  is  nippin  fairly. 
Now  up  in  the  morning's  no  for  me, 

Up  in  the  morning  e.riy  ; 
To  fit  a'  the  night  Pd  rather  agree, 

Than  rile  in  the  morning  early. 
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le  fun  peeps  o'er  the  fouthlan'  hill, 
,j  Like  ony  timorous  carlie  j 
ft  blinks  a  wee,  then  links  again, 
I  And  that  we  find  feverely. 
3W  up  in  the  morning's  no  for  me, 
Up  in  the  morning  early  ; 
rhen  fnaw  blaws  into  the  chimley  cheek, 
Wha'd  rife  in  the  morning  early, 

1  le  linties  lint  on  hedge  or  bufli, 

Poor  things  they  fuffer  fairly ; 

cauldrife  quarters  a*  the  night, 

A'  day  they  feed  but  fparely. 
pw  up  in  the  morning's  no  for  me, 

Up  in  the  morning  early  ; 
p  fate  can  be  waur,  in  winter  time, 

Than  rife  in  the  morning  early. 

cofey  houfe,  and  canty  wife, 
»   Keeps  ay  a  body  eh^arly  ; 
nd  pantry  ftow'd  wi'  meal  and  maut, 
It  aufvvers  unco  rarely, 
at  up  in  the  morning,  na,  na,  na,v 
Up  in  the  morning  early  ; 
he  gowam  maun  gieiit  on  Dank  and  brae? 
When  1  rife  in  the  morning  early. 


8 


Flotvers  of  the  Forest. 

T'VE  beard  of  a  lilting  at  our  ewes  milking, 
**     Laffes  a'  liking  before  the  break  of  day  ; 
But  now  there's  a  moaning  on  ilka  green  loaning,  ] 
That  our  braw  Foxefters  are  a*  wede  away* 

At  bughts  fn  the  morning  nae  blythe  lads  are  fcorning 
The  la»Tes  are  lonely  ,  dowie,  and  wae  ; 

Nae  daffiing,  nae  gabbing,  but  fighing  and  Tabbing,- ; 
Ilk  ane  lifts  her  leglin,  and  hies  her  away. 

At  e'en  in  the  gloaming  nae  fwankies  are  roaming, 
'Man'g  Racks  with  the  la{Ies  at  bogles  to  play,  \ 

But  ilk.  ane  (its  dreary,  lamenting  her  deary; 
The  flowers  of  the  For  eft  are  a'  wede  away. 

At  hair  ft'  at  the  {hearing  nae  younkers  are  jeering, 
The  banders  are  runckPd,  lyart,  and  grey: 

At  fairs,  or  at  preaching,  nae  wooing,  nae  fieechinj 
Since  our  braw  Foiefters  are  a'  wede  away. 

O  dool  for  the  order  fent  our  lads  to  the  border, 
The  Englifh  for  ance  by  guile  gat  the  day  ; 

Tire  flowers  of  the  Foi eft,  that  ay  (hone  the  foremof 
The  prime  of  our  land  lies  cauld  in  the  clay. 

We'll  hear  nae  rn air  lilting  at  our  ewes  milking, 
The  women  and  bairns  a>e*dowie  and  wae, 

Sighing  and  moaning,  on  ilka  green  loaning, 
Since  our  braw  F®r.efters  are  a'  wede.awa, 

FItflS. 


